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he penitent Sonnes Teares, tor 
his murdered «VJ other. 


E that has taught ten thouſand tongues to ſpeake | 
That horrid {inne,that his fad heart doth breake, 
Now ſcarce can ſpeake himſelfe ; tor 1 oe denyes 
A begging Voyce, and giues me begging Eyes, 
Me thinkes the Shaddew of this reall thing 
That wretched * ZI ca intothis World did brings 
Stands poynting now . (:1y guilty Soc to ſhake) 
To tt'b{dudy Wound, this vloudy hand did make, 
That wouna's a HH outh ; her dead dry bloud,a T ong ne, 
That ſayes, *monglt all, the molt forſakenthrong, 
That haue their les branded with bloud and ſhare, 
? ſtand the formoſt ; haue the #-ulc/? name, 
Mee thinkes,I hcarc her tell mee,clioſe pale Hands 
Haue gently lapt mce in my ſyathing bands ; 
Haue dandled mec ; and, when I learn dro goe, 
Haue propt mee, wetke, till I 290-fr0:g 01d grow. 
Me thinkes 1 ſez Her poynt vpon her bieſt, 
And tell me, there, I haue bin vſ'd to fealt; 
Thence oft haue fetcht my living ; from her bloud, 
By Heau'n conuerted to my wholcſome food. 
Andlaft, me thinkes, Shee poynts ypon that place, 
Where all my parts had their duc forme and grace, 
With theſe ſad words ; Bevold thi unhappy Wombe, 
Which [ could Wiſh, Fleauen once bad made thy T ombe. 
A heauy wiſh ; yet ſuch a wiſh indeed, 
As I my ſclfe now, (with a Heart doth bleed) 
Could ſadly breathe; *cauſe that vntimely birth 
Biought not 8 Aſan,but TH onſter tothe Earth, 
From that deepe Dungeon, where, in bands I lye, 
And froma depth, more deepe, I call and cry : 
T he depth of anguiſh ; which thy ſight moſt pure, 
Can onely looke on; and thy mercies, cure, 
O cure my ſoule; *tis that great worke, I know, 
For which (ſo High) thou didſt deſcend (olow - 
Then, great Philician, Helpe mee ; Heale my wound ; 
Great Shepheard, Seeke mee z Let my Sowlc be found. 
That heauenly inuitation, made to thoſe, 
Whoſe many ſinnes load them with many woes, 
Is made to mee ; For onely ſinne doth griue mee, 
And not my death; T her ( bleſſed Lord ) relieve mec. 
Lord, lct my teares be, to my leprous finne 
As loraan was, to I\ 441884015 lepruus Skinne ; 
And waſh it cicane : But, © ! ſo great a good 


Ne'r came by Water,'tisa workc of bloud, 
A worke of Bloud : the bloud of that pure Lambe, 
That to purge inn, and {auc poore ſinners came; 
That precious Bloud : O Lord, that Bloud of thine, 
Apply to mce,to purge this bloud of mine, 
So,as of G O DI begge, | begge of Her, 
Their zcalous prayers Yalsilt mce: And agen, 
Toquit that Goodneſle, this Reward ile giue, 
Ile pray, my Death may teach all them to Live, 
FINIS. 
By Nathan'cl Tyndale, ſicke both in ſoule and body: 


a priſoner now in NN ew-g-te, 
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1 n2nwuch-atficted 2M 9thers 
Teares, for her drowned Duo" ter: 
Ome,tende: \{otne: $.1TC A «fern Crs kEATCES; 
SInnes Paitie,ſfhake me ; and my Floud ot tca; £5 

Come heare my ſighs, an 1 genutentiall prayers ; 
Deaths ſhade's my 14.12/40: my Companion, ' 
O !how much wore than :n! (auage Beare, i 
She.Wolte, or Tygrcflcmuit 1 now appearec : 
Since they, their ) oung, ithſuch re ſpect doc cheriſh ; 
And mine, by X7-e, doth this vntimel: perith, 
For, wreeched ?,(\wlicn fin tl. fie carcs tcoke PIAce 3 
And cloudy paſs1on, hid the light of gr cc) 
More fell than ; heſe are.) PCUre Thi. forcot, 
And chil.1.bed pangs, {thc Mouticrs painetu!! lot ) 
Forgot thou wert my FH; Forgot how of 
I kilt thee; bleſt thee; an4},to lumbers totr, 
Withintheſe arcs hauc lull'd thee : And againc, 
How oft #:y pitties haue bemon'd :b1 patnc a 5 
Forgot how oft vpor my tender biclt Ry t 
Thou haſt bin ted ; how oftentainethyreft; 5 * 
Forgot a Aother; ninc 4} ceres cares and colt ; 
All which, with chee,are inthy murder, loft, \.: 
ell theſe forgor. When wee our G O D forget, * 
Then Saran comes, and in our Eye doth ſet 
His poyſoned baites ; which, 'canſe / not withſtood, 
Ame Eye drops Water; Put my Heart & ops Bleed, 
For "Death (alas) I care not ; Coul4 1 ſumme 
AS many [ixes, as } haue hoxres to come . 
; I'te ſpend them a/; And, with a ſmiling Face, 
| Mcct althoſe Deaths, to giue ry (weet life. place. 
But wiſhes (deareC1 £ MENT 1 4) are but vaine; 
| I drown'd thee / lirr/e «Ange; ) And againe 
Should drowne thy Body,(wer't before my teares,) 
In this New Riner, of minc owne WarmeT carey. 
Theſe T cares,that cucr from mine Eyes ſhall flow ; 
This lauiſh Fioxd of penitentiall woe; 
This ime ef «Angels, ſo the Fathers call 
Thoſe drops Repentarce lets ſo freely fall. 
With Pas, with Peter. Daxid; and that ſonne, 
The maze of Ryor, and hot luſtdid runne ; 
And with the Woman, waſht her Sauiours feet, 
Let my poore Soule that balme of mercy meet. 
Thou cam'ſt not (Lord) the juſt and pure to call, 
But impure ſinners ; Nor do'ſt ioy-their fall, 
But their connerſion : And, when Grace doth bring 
One ſoxle to thee, all the bleſt eAngels ſing, 
I know.*dis late (O Lord) yet know thy power ; 
Know that's as much, in mans departing houre, 
As in arathe beginning ; for my gricte 
Has learnt the Lefſon of that penitent T 1/7. 
Like hs, let mune, thy Afercies Seat aſcend, 
And purchaſe ehere, *gainſt this ſad life ſhall end; 
That /;fe, to death, ſhall never more giue way ; 
So, Wie [ weepe, belpe my poore Soule to prey. 
FINIS. 
Anne Musket,the wofull OTHER, fr 
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